%yfyleafant conceited Comediet 


V- 


Deter Hraggart. 

Ber , Hide thy head Achilles here comes Heitor in Armes. 
‘Duma. Though my mockes come home by me, I w»U 
now be merrie. 

King. Heitor was but a T royan in reipe&of yns. 

Hoyet. But is xhisHcilor? . 

King. I thinke Hector was not fo cleane timberd. 

Long* His Legge is too bigge for Hectors. 

Daman. More Calfe certaine, 

Hoye, No, he is bed indued in the fmall* 

Hero. This cannot be Hector. - 

Duma. Hee’s a God or a Painter : for he makes faces. 
Braggart. The Armipotent Mars, of Launces the almighM , 
gaiie Hector a gift. 

Duma.- AgiitNutmegg. . 

Hero. A Lemmon. 

Dong. Stucke with Clones, 

Dum. Noclouen, „„ . ' ■ . . . - 

' Hrag. Teace. The Jrmipotent Mars, of Launces the almighty* 

Gauc Heitor agift, the heir of Illion, 

A man fi breathed, that certaine he would fight; yea* 
from morne till night out of his Pauilion. 

I am that Flower, 

Dam. That Mint. 

Long. That Cullambine, ... 

Brag. Sw ccte Lord Longauilltame thy tongue* _ 
Long. I mull rather giue it the raine « for it runnes agauiit 

Hell or. 

Dum. land Heitor’s a Greyhound. 

Bray. The fweete War-man is dead and rotten, 

Swcete chucks beat not the bones of the buried. 

When he breathed he was a mant , n 

But I will forward with my deuice; fweete royaltte bellow 
on me the fence of hearing. 

B erowne fiepsfoorth, ■ , 

Ouec. Speake braue Heitor, we are much delighted. 
Drag, I do adore thy fweete Grasses Slipper. ^ 


• called Lottes Labor s hjt. 

Boyet Lowes her by the foote. 

Dum. Hemaynotby theyarde.’ 

Brag. This Hcttor far ftrmomted Hanniball, 

T he par tie is gone. 

Clow. Fellow Heitor, fhe is gone; fheistwo months on 


Jherway, 

Brag. What meaneft thou? 

CloW, Faith vnlefle you play the honed T royan, the poore 
wench is cad away : diec’s quicke, the childebragges in her 
bellie already ttis yours. 

Brag. Dod thou infamonize me among potentates: 

Thou lhalt die, , . 

‘ CloW. Then fhall Hcilorhe whipt for laquenetta that is 
quicke by him,and hangd for Tompey that is dead by him, 
Duma. Mott rare Tompey, 

Boyet. Renowned Pompey. _ _ 

Hero, Greater then great, great, great, great TompeylPom* 

pey thehudge. 

Dum. Heitor trembles. ri , _ 

Hew-Tompey is mooued more Ates n»« Atees Itxr them 
or dir them on, 

Duma. HeUor will challenge him. 

Hero . I,if a’haue no more mans blood in his belly then wii 
fuppeaFlca, 

Hrag. By the North Pole I do challenge thee. 

Clow. I will not fight with a Pole like a Northren man; 
lie flafhjlle do it by the Sword i I bepray you let me bor- 
row my Arm es againe, 

Duma. Roomefor the incenfed Worthies. 

(flow. He do it in my lhyrt, 

Duma, Mod refolute Ptfwpfj, 

Page. Maifler, let me take you a button hole lower. Do 
you not fee, Tompey is vneafing for the Combat : What 
meane you?ypu will loofe your reputation, 

Hrag. Gentlemen and Souldiers, pardon me, I will not 
combat in my fhyrt, (lenge, 

Duma, You may not deny it, Pompey hath made the chal- 
Hrag, Swcete bloodes, I both may and will, 

I g Bero, 
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